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Prologue


Hi; do you know a famous giraffe? There are approximately 140,000 giraffes out there in the world, but not one is really famous is it? You see them in zoos, on photographs and on TV. They are slim, elegant, and have a graceful ambling style of walking. And with their towering long necks, you know just by looking at them, you’re not going to get too close to one for a chat. They seem to be above everyone and everything. When you look up at them, they appear rather aloof, peering down at the world below them. They even eat up in the air taking food from trees and bushes. Life for a giraffe is just a stroll, as they don’t appear to dash anywhere; everything about their lives is taken at a slow, steady, graceful, pace.


That’s until Ginny came along, she is very different, she has a certain “joie de vivre”, and she’s a total one off, unlike any other giraffe before and quite possibly, will ever be again because you can at least get close to her. She’s got a unique personality that helps you warm to her, she can make you laugh and even cry a little.


Now; I want you to read on and ‘Enjoy’ Ginny’s journey, beginning in the depths of Africa, travelling on to becoming a star of a pantomime, to doing the wildest craziest things you could ever imagine a giraffe to do.


Like going out into space on a secret mission, can you believe it? Let’s meet Ginny, travel with her and “Enjoy” part of her exciting life:-







Chapter 1


Ginnys Journey Begins…


Huf – Huf – Huf – I’m so thirsty; my tongue’s flip-flopping around my jaw. Huf – Huf – it’s as dry as the arid desert we are pushing through this morning. Huf –Huf – damp vapours on the wind are creeping up my nose. Huf – Huf – my hooves feel mega heavy as well. I’m feeling – Huf – Huf – proper miserable – Huf – Huf – it’s hard breathing properly – it’s so – hot – hot – hot – Huf – Huf – just a few more strides over this sandy, grassy hillock and we will be able to start slurrping. Huf – Hufffff – Hufffff – my parents are just a few paces ahead of me – Huf – Huf – Huf – by my side the rest of the tower * are straining their necks forward as far as they can; eager to quench their all-consuming thirst. Hufffffssss – Huffffffsssss – at last; now it’s just a gentle slope down to our destination oasis. Shimmering water is filling my eyes. Huf – Huf – just a few more paces now; then I will be able to enjoy my fill of life maintaining water. Ssssshhhuf – Shuffffffffffff.


Ginny is a young member of a large tower of giraffes that lead a non-stop nomadic life in search for food and water on the great plains of the Serengeti National Park, in Tanzania. As she along with the rest of her family kick up large amounts of dust with their plodding oversized hooves, this dust would travel up her long nose into her mouth and eyes, making her very thirsty. Her black oval eyes were filled with the usual chaotic busy scene, as hundreds of animals and birds had gathered at this watering hole to drink, eat, rest and play. Now standing at the water’s edge she looked round thinking; this is a very beautiful place, the water ripples so clearly, it looks so invitingly cool and tempting at this lagoon which lies in the middle of this desert, that is immensely bleak, arid and intensely hot in the daytime, but bone snakingly cold at night.


Stopping for breath she searched the horizon, spotting in the near distance a large herd of elephants, their mammoth grey bodies almost hidden by great clouds of swirling dust, as they tramped away to continue their never ending travels throughout the Serengeti. Just beyond them, her eyes were attracted by the sight of a pride of lions, which had stretched out relaxing; on a small tree-lined hillock that overlooked the oasis, giving them an unhindered view of any animal that got separated from its companions, making them easy prey for a hungry lion. It was with a deep sigh she thought; if they are lying quietly like they are now, they offered me no threat, as they only attack when they need to fulfil their hunger pains. She bowed her head feeling sad for a moment, because she knew deep down in her heart; they must have feasted not long ago on some poor animal, as they look far too peaceful and satisfied with life.


Unseen zephyrs of light cooling winds tickled the end of her nose, causing her to sneeze, as her attention was drawn by a plop – plop – plopping – sound. She looked round to check where the noise came from, her eyes blinking through the blinding sunlight and settled on two dumpy covered in slimy, mud splattered hippos, which had just rolled over on the small island which is the centrepiece of this oasis. Dotted round the island were dozens of ‘yellow fever palm trees’ swaying gently in the heat driven breeze.


On the opposite bank, she watched a herd of delicate, nervous looking, reddish brown, white rumped, curved ringed horned gazelles, sipping speedily at the gentle lapping water while constantly maintaining a searching eye for any predators, especially the lions who found gazelles easy prey. Watching them reminded her; that she must maintain for every moment of every day and night a guarding watch for her own safety, as danger from a predator was a constant threat to her life. A big grin spread across her jaws as she spotted dozens of screeching high spirited olive grey, black faced vervet monkeys, who were making scampering zig zaggy dashes from the tree lined shore to the water’s edge, ceaselessly plucking with fidgety fingers, tiny scraps of food from the gooey sands. Very often fights broke out as they tried to steal tiny morsels from each other; these madcap tossing and turning antics always brought a smile to her lips.


Turning away she was just in time to witness a flock of shocking pink flamingos come flying into land, just a little way up the lagoon from where the elephants had been watering. She stood entranced; as the graceful birds stretched out their bright pink bodies ready for landing, making themselves long and thin, as they pushed their heads as far forward as they could, at the same time trailing their four foot long legs behind them. At this point their wings were fully extended outwards and had stopped beating, using them in the last few minutes of flight just for gliding before landing on the shallow waters. Then in the final few seconds of being airborne, they would pivot their legs downwards ready to land in a standing position, using their slender black legs to take the final few steps before coming to a graceful stop, they completed their skilful flying display by swinging their flexible pink – with splashes of white – wings, up into their bodies, stopping all forward movement faster than Ginny could blink her long eyelashes. It was difficult for her to understand how they ever found the space to land, as they lived together in vast tight concentrated social colonies. They spent hours strutting round the shallow waters to feed, using their highly developed beaks to scavenge around in the muddy banks, seeking food and energy for their next long flight.


Her eyes looked over towards her parents, plus over a dozen giraffes of all ages she lived with, remembering that we giraffes live in close harmony with each other, the only time there is any trouble is when a rogue male tries to tag along with our family, causing the males of our tower to gang up on him, trying to keep him away from the females. Sometimes if he persisted and the tower needed another male companion for one of the females, he would eventually be allowed to join the group, to travel, eat and socialise with the ceaselessly roving tower.


Standing at the pools edge; her hooves as big as dinner plates started to sink into the gooey deep red and brown mud of the beach. Her parents, along with other giraffes were desperate for a thirst quenching drink, so Ginny shrank back, to watch for a moment as they splayed out their slender legs, almost as wide as they could, making it easier for them to tip their – unique in the animal kingdom – long necks down, allowing their heads to hover just above the shimmering water. Then using a tongue which can be up to 18 inches long, they drank their fill of the refreshing liquid.


But Ginny always had to wait patiently, while the rest of the tower kept busy drinking because for her, having a drink was a much harder task. As they turned to go and when the bluesy, greeny, water ceased moving, becoming almost as clear as a mirror, she would once again just like she had done since a young calf, looked down at the likeness of herself.


The image reflected back always upset her, causing her heart to skip a beat, because instead of having a long elegant neck rising to nearly 6 ft. from her body like all the other giraffes, from birth her neck never grew, it was just a head on a brown, speckled, cream, ornately patterned, spotty, tufty coat, covering her graceful body, from which hung the longest legs attached to any other mammal that lives in the world. She hated being this different, even though her adoring parents told her not to worry, as they really loved her, and so did all the other giraffes in the family they lived with, because as far as any of them could remember, she was the only giraffe who had really gorgeous long eyelashes, surrounding enormous darker than darkness eyes, plus she kept flashing captivating smiles. This enchanted everyone who ever met her, so though she was different, all the other giraffes loved her because she always looked so happy.


She was desperate to look like a normal giraffe, and not have a stump for a neck with a head attached, so she spent many hours stretching up to eat from the highest branches she could find to feed from, or push what bit of a neck she had as far as she possibly could, just to look into her parents eyes. Unfortunately her locked down in her body neck just wouldn’t budge, no matter how painful the exercise. I’m really lucky and blessed; she repeated to herself over and over, because my adoring parents are very caring towards me; they try to stay as close as possible, making sure I feel an important part of the tower. If I ever injured myself; they will swoop down from their great height, to lick and rub the distressed area until I am pain free again. So I am really loved.


At last it was her turn to drink from the pool, but found that just trying to have a simple drink was far harder for her than all the other giraffes, because just like her relations, she still had legs that stretched higher than any of the human rangers who looked after the animals that lived on the Savannah. So poor Ginny had to sprawl out her legs even further, almost splitting herself in two and on a couple of ridiculous occasions, she actually tumbled head first into the water. One trick she used to get nearer to the water was to lie down with her tummy touching the oozy, soggy, heavily trampled ground, allowing her to reach forward with her dumpy neck to sip at the life sustaining waters.


On bad days; many of the younger more playful giraffes when in wicked moods, would sweep down over her head; skimming their noses just above the surface of the water, as if to say; look you silly short necked giraffe, we can easily reach out further than you can. When they were being really more than naughty, they would thump the top of her head with their necks, pushing her down into the pool causing her to cough and sputter great watery sneezes as she returned to the surface.


Her parents were always keeping a watchful eye on their precious calf and as soon as they spotted these silly antics, would rush over to be by her side, giving the troublemakers a good necking; by attacking the badly-behaved giraffe’s heads, ossicones and ears, using a whip lashing biff… biff… bashessssss.. with their powerful flying through the air heads. The painful thud as they made contact would roll around in the air of the oasis, making all the other animals look up in time to witness the punishment. An eerie silence hung in the air as the troublemakers crept away to hide amongst the rest of the tower, hanging their sore heads down in shame for being so unkind to poor frightened Ginny.


All animals have enemies; normal long necked giraffes are able to look out over vast distances from their great height, ceaselessly seeking food and water on the Great Plains they travelled through day by day. More importantly from this lofty position, they could catch sight of any predators that happened to be around. Ginny’s unique in the world squat neck gave her an advantage over the rest of the tower, as she lived much closer to the ground this helped her to spot enemies more easily, like lions, hyenas, hunting dogs, and leopards which lurked in bushes always ready to take any opportunity, to attack and kill any new younger member of her family.


If one of these predators came within striking distance, she would soon send them off, with a vicious sweeping kick from her powerful legs and hooves. So the rest of her family really liked having her around, as she helped to guard them and keep them safe.


Because of their long-drawn- out necks giraffes lead rather distant lives; it’s a high in the sky type of life peering down on animals and humans through as large as dishes eyes, with a haughty, superior expression fixed on faces. You can’t get close to a giraffe for a chat or make eye contact with them. They never make any effort to rush anywhere; they just stroll at a steady relaxed gait. However; they can if trouble is around, travel over the hard unforgiving bush covered ground, faster than a horse at full gallop, extending their over 6ft legs to the limit, taking powerful strides with ease.


Because no other animal is anything like as tall as a giraffe, they don’t have many friends either; even birds have to fly around them just to stop themselves from crashing into their swaying high in the air faces. Some actually have the cheek to hitch a ride on a giraffe’s rear end as it feeds from tree to tree, eating the day away.


Giraffes love eating, more than anything else spending up to 18 hours in any 24 chewing, often continuing through twilight times into the darkness of night. So it’s a big effort for them to stretch down to try to make friends with tiny scurrying along the ground creatures, who rarely set eyes on a complete giraffe or many of other larger animals that journey relentlessly around the reserve. Their eyes are filled with bits and pieces of animals, like very long legs attached to crush me quickly hooves and paws, all shapes and sizes of snorting along the ground drippy noses and snouts, or the ends of non-stop swishing – chase away irritating flies – tails.


Sometimes they get caught by a high speed slobbering tongue, as its owner forages for titbits scattered around the dusty, sandy, desert land. Because Ginny only has a short neck, she eats at much lower levels and often meets up with smaller animals and insects as she constantly journey’s through the unforgiving landscape she calls home.


One day: she had a big shock, when she encountered for the first time in her young life, a rather sinister and eventual playful friend.





*Group of giraffes




Chapter 2


Enemies and Friends


It was early one morning, as the sun started to cut through the cold of the night and as damp grey mists shrank away in front of Ginny’s eyes. She smiled as she felt the warmth start to enclose her head and body, comforting her after the bitter cold of the night. On this particular morning, as she was nosing down into a low lying Acacia bush for some juicy berries, her eyes were filled with the sight of a slimy looking long black thing; it had a very pointy head, out of which a forked tongue flicked repeatedly in a very threatening manner, it watched her keenly through mean, piercing, tiny cold black eyes.


She took a deep breath thinking; this looks rather scary and immediately backed off. The wiry black creature lifted its head even higher in the air, looking more hostile than ever, as it endlessly ducked and dived, hisssssing creepy hissyyyyyy hisssssses at her, at the same time flicking menacingly with its forked shaped tongue, and with scary accuracy spitted a juice like substance straight towards her. Fearing possible danger; she instantly thrust her head to one side, as the gooey stuff harmlessly zinged between her ears. It continued hissssssssing and spitttttttttttting, as if warning anyone who ventured too close to keep well out of range, indicating this is my area keep away. Its sleek head never stopped zigzagging around up and down and from side to side, looking, pursuing any opportunity to strike at its enemies.


Stepping back she was more than terrified at the antics of the agitated monster, and was ready if needs be to defend herself, by striking out with one of her hooves in the hope of knocking the alarming creature away.


Her parents always maintained a guarding watch on their unique in the world daughter, and were alarmed early one morning, as they squinted through the receding mists at the sight of her head swaying wildly, her nostrils flared out as she snorted with fear. What’s going on? What’s upsetting our little Ginny they thought as they lumbered across to be at her side? As soon as they set eyes on the threatening looking creature they recognised it as a snake, one that would frighten anyone who by chance happened to stumble over it. Looking towards each other and nodding heads in agreement, they knew instantly what they were looking at.


Ginny’s dad thought; we are in great danger, that’s a black necked spitting cobra and very poisonous, as the venom it spits out through its forked tongue can in an instant paralyse and even lead to death. I think I should guide my family away from this place, like right now!


The cobra on this particular morning had been indulging in a quiet snooze, surrounding himself with warm soft brown green grasses. It was a cracking noise of a branch splitting that rattled around his jaws, waking him, as he nervously looked round just in time to see a sweaty nose inching towards him. He uncoiled himself staring in disbelief at being suddenly confronted with a type of animal it hadn’t seen before; plus it was flanked by two very protective older animals, which could be the smaller ones parents. I’d better warn them off with some of my more than scary Hissssss and dead on target Spittsss. Hang on! Hang on! Wait wait, that’s a bit over the top he thought; I’d better calm down, and trust they will leave me in peace, and not pieces.


Ginny was thrilled to see the snake start to relax and stop hissing and spitting, as it curled it’s pointy head down into its sleek shiny body, at the same time turning its blacker than the darkest night head on one side up towards her and her parents, watching them coldly through one piercing unblinking black eye. As the giraffes huddled together watching the cobra, Ginny thought; I’ve never seen a snake like this before, it looks full on dodgy, but just because it’s long, frightening and a bit slimy looking, doesn’t mean it’s really nasty, in fact it could be rather friendly?. So very carefully with her parents close by giving her extra confidence with a shiver of fear threading through her body, she inched her grunting nose slowly towards the wicked looking Cobra.


He attentively watched her, showing no signs of being the least bit frightened; he didn’t move any section of his vertebrae, he just eyed her up and down as she edged ever closer, slowly gliding her snorting nose right up to the cobras very pointy nose, flashing him a welcoming Ginny grin, at the same time flicked her big eyelashes. The cobra was amazed at the sheer cheek of the funny looking; now what are they called? What’s it called? I should know what this is. It could be a… no… no, it’s not one of those! On the other hand it could be? no, I am sure it’s not that either! They are just too bad tempered. I have to admit this long legged big eyed thing in front me looks; well kinda, happy even friendly. Ah! Yes … yes, I’ve got it … now … I know… I am sure as I can be? Yes! It’s a rather unusual looking giraffe, that’s what it is. Yes … yes … it’s definitely a special type of a giraffe, but I have to say, its parents look normal, so this must be a one off model. Ziggy doooo! I had to work through my full list of animals and insects before I could identify this one. I must be still sleepy; I’m usually quicker at spotting non-snakes. So without really thinking about it too deeply, he decided to be nice this morning, so he moved to be closer to the flat, heavy breathing dripping in fear nose. For a few seconds, nose-to-nose they just eyeballed each other, not giving or taking an inch.


Ginny’s parents were desperate to see what was going on between their daughter and the aggressive looking cobra. Both of them had to bend down a very long way, even to the point of splaying out their gangling legs further than they had ever done before, just to get a view of what the two creatures were up to. To their complete surprise found that their offspring had her nose almost touching the black cobras. This is just plain scary they thought. After what seemed like forever at last Ginny took a couple of paces back, leaving the coiled up snake quietly lying in his warm sunny spot, surrounded by the final remnants of the slowly departing morning mists.


She decided she’d seen enough of the black hissing spitting cobra, so turning; she teamed up with her parents again, as they started to meander along well-worn pathways, searching for food during another heat driven day. She hadn’t taken more than a few paces, when she heard a distinct hissss, hiss, hissssssssssssing sound close by. What’s that funny noise she thought; it can’t be that cobra? I left it resting; it won’t be interested in us giraffes. Turning she looked down just past her tail, and was flabbergasted to see the longer than her tail black snake slithering confidently behind her. She glanced towards her parents who had a look of alarm on their worried faces. She nodded a couple of times turned and staring straight ahead started striding out, galloping as fast as she could in an attempt to free herself from the pursuing snake.


The competitive bold cobra decided to have some fun today, as it powered forward gaining speed, and in no time at all caught up with the nearly flat out giraffe. Then without any problems full of snakes confidence and unexpected agility, he expertly popped himself in - between Ginny’s front legs. The cocky self-assured snake positioned itself so it was just in line with her chin, as if telling her. I’ll lead the way from now on. She looked down thinking; is this cobra being friendly, or is this an enemy to fear?


Her parents too, where surprised to witness what the snake was doing, they had never experienced anything like it before. Ginny’s Dad started thinking about this new situation, we giraffes always live above all the other animals and spend our days looking down on them, and really don’t understand the lives they lead, just as they probably don’t understand our lives either, we are rather remote cud chewing mammals and because we live so far off the ground, it’s very difficult for us to communicate with lower order animals and insects. However, our Ginny, with her stub of a neck does attract attention from smaller creatures like this cobra. Perhaps this most dangerous of all snakes likes our Ginny, because it’s never met a giraffe that it can get really close up to before.


During the next few days the cobra kept agile company with her; it seemed friendly enough, whenever she stopped to eat or rest it would just simply curl up, waiting and watching her every move through its black, restlessly flitting all over the place eyes. She would cast her eyes down on her slinky companion, giving him gushing warm smiles, the cobra would twist his neck up towards her, performing a number of gymnastic neck and head movements, at the same time emitting low hissssssssssing sounds through his endlessly flicking forked tongue. He’s changed she thought; he doesn’t stick his tongue straight out towards me in a threatening way anymore, it’s a more friendly rather furtive out from the side of its mouth type of tongue sticking, I feel safe at last.


Whenever she moved off; he would uncoil himself, then as if connected by an invisible piece of string, he would take up a position right under her nose, and for some extra fun and showing no signs of fear, would slink confidently between her hooves putting his snaky self in great danger of being trampled on. But he was too sly and nimble to get caught, as he liked the idea of playing around with a friendly giraffe.


She spent hours watching his every move as she thought: he’s a bit spooky because all he does is power silently along, occasionally hissing and sticking out his thin rope tongue, but even more remarkable he never needs time to eat or drink, has bags of energy and is well able to keep up with me and the rest of the tower of giraffes.


What a strange, frightening, but sometimes friendly, little creature you are Mr Cobra.







Chapter 3


A new view of the world


The cobra, whilst hanging around with Ginny, couldn’t take his eyes off the exceedingly clever constantly twittering tiny birds that flew in and around the nomadic giraffes.


They think nothing of cadging a lift on the hind quarters or heads of any passing giraffe, thought the snake; and I’m getting bored already … siissss I needssss to do somethingssss … sissssss … somethingssss… sissssss … possibly more ressssstful… sisssessss – I don’tssss knowsssss whatsssss! Calm down calmssss downsss, I gets too excited whensss Isss get ansss ideassss, Imss a sillyssss snaky personsss, takessss a breathss, snisses that’s betters, slows down, now where was issss? Ahsss yessss. I’msssss feds up of snaking’s over this hard baked, filthy, rock strewn ground allsss day and into the night, because these absurd giraffesssss never stopsss rambling and chewing their livessss awaysss.


By all thesss forked tongues, oooooh yessss, yesssss, yesessss. That’s it! I’ve had a flash of inspirationsss, I’ve got itsss, I’llssss grabss a free ride for myself likesss those clever birds. I’msss using up toosss much energysss wriggling and squirmingsss whilst doingss myssss agile best, to keeps outs of the waysss of these thumpingsss great hoovesss. And even worse; mysss view on life issss all eyefulsss of legsss, hoovesss and tailsss, I want to see and experience lifesss from a higherssss perspectivesss. Sosss this morning – I’ms… ohsssss – yessssss – I amssss - that’s messsss – Mr Smarty Cobrasss… issss going – to climb onto my giraffy friendsssss headss and nothing’sssss goingsss tosss stopssss mezzzzz……………………… !


Ginny lifted her head as the sun streamed its all-consuming heat down from the bluest of blue skies, as its sweltering rays surrounded her body, she was thankful that her cream, brown, with a hint of orange and splashes of black specially adapted coat, offered her and other members of her family all the protection needed, against the ever searing sunlight and harsh life they lead on the (12.000 sq. mile,, 30.000 sq. kilometre) Serengeti plains. She thought; no matter where you go, any turn you might take, I know it’s impossible to escape from this silent heat, as it keeps beating down on me, and the desert land I am travelling through on one of our well-worn giraffe trails.


Hucky Hucky! What’s happening? This is funny peculiar she thought; as she felt a weird gripping sensation running up her left leg. Stopping in an instant she swung her head downwards, to see what was causing the tickling feeling, and was just in time to see the end of the cobra’s tail disappear around her slender leg. In a state of panic! She felt the irritating sensation start to climb up and around her stub of a neck; it didn’t stop there either, because she could feel a cool, slimy, slithering movement continue right up and around her ears and ossicones. She was too frightened to move, what’s going on? Why has Mr Cobra climbed all the way to the top of my head?


The next second, she found out, because her eyes were filled with the sight of an upside down hisssssssing cobra, whose pointy head was now swinging from side to side, right in front of her large as sun dials shocked eyes. It’s even smiling at me the very cheek of it, she thought; what’s this unpredictable cobra doing up there? In a flash its grinning face disappeared she looked round thinking, where’s he gone now? Standing completely rigid with fear; sensing through her ossicones the gripping warmth and pulsating heartbeat from the mischievous cobra. Ginny thought; I will have to try to find a way to chase him down, before I become a laughing stock with all the other giraffes. To make matters worse, I bet I look really stupid with a black cobra for a hat; what’s more, it’s embarrassing enough having a short neck, without having an impetuous dodgy snake living on my head.


This is ok ish! He thought to himself; I’m glad a made it. I’ve secured a grip on my giraffy mate by wrapping my sinewy body round these two furry stubs. Hahhhhhrrrrsss great snakessss! Didn’t I have fun giving my matey a shock; and when I swung my head down in front of her eyes, I thought they were going to pop right out of their sockets when she set eyes on meesssss… crazy brilliant meeessss… Now let me spy out the land from up here. By all the spitting cobras; this is totally new view of the world, it’s so enormous my tiny eyes can hardly take it all in, its mind boggling, ooooooossssss that’s soooooosssss nice the air smells fresher up here in the cooling breeze that’s tickling my body, and I like this – no dust. But I suppose there’s always going to be a but! I do find the sunlight is so much brighter and hotter, it’s hurting little me. I think I’m going to have to get used to it slowly, this is all so new to coiled up me. Ahhhhhhhh! My eyes are settling down at last, just look at all that blue sky, it goes on forever and ever and ever; and maybe ever and ever again and again, it may never stop! I’ve never looked so far before in my lifetime, this so stunning it’s unbelievable, the vivid blueness of the sky is sprinkled with high speed catch me if you can white clouds. Arrrrsssssss this is a new life for me, an up in the air life, its blowing me away, I now realise; what a very tiny minded narrow area I’ve lived in on the dirty, dusty, smelly, rock strew, hazardous ground.


Hissss of all hissing! This is just fantastic nothing can trample on me anymore either, I’ve moved on, I am quite the bravest, cleverest sneakiest, darkest, most beady eyed snake ever. I am brilliant as well, as only a few sssssszoooozing sunny days ago, at the ‘Serengeti Forked Tongue Club’ meeting I was crowned the overall winner in the long range, high speed venom spitting competition, hitting 20 spiders out of 20 spits. I was voted the best venom spitting spitter of all time. Later, because of my new, oh soooo important celebrity status, I was invited to the exclusive ‘Snakes Alive’ party at the King Cobras den. It was a so – mad occasion, I can’t remember much about it, all I did if my teeny brain recalls, was come over all crazy, performing exceedingly energetic wild coiling and uncoiling, without actually going anywhere, along with a whole heap of other highly partied up snakes of all sniffs and sizes.


If I recall correctly; only three rules applied, one was to snake it up like crazy non-stop – two – no spitting – no time – no way – three – no killing – either by spitting, eating, or over hugging. Shzzzzzzzy!! What a sleazy night it was, such low down fun, as I skulked and entwined myself with the best of them. One snake I was coiling up to told me, it was wrap a snake in ‘Love Night’ and I did; it was deliciously over the top, but didn’t I pay for it, I was shattered for days after, unable to spit further than the end of my tongue. Now look at me! Shzzzzzy! Great Cobrassss; life just couldn’t get any better; well it could be if my Giraffy friend got a move on. I’ll give a little squeeze round these brown stubs in the hope she will start to move off again, because for some reason she hasn’t moved a muscle.


Ginny stood rooted to the spot not knowing quite what to do; my parents have come closer to see why I’m not keeping up with them. Oh heck! They look shocked not to see familiar tick birds resting on my head, but a scary hissing cobra instead.


Just as her parents arrived at her side, the wicked looking snake lifted his glistening in the sunlight head, and started flicking his lethal tongue towards them, at the same time pulsating long hisssssssssssssss… This unfriendly welcome made them back off a few paces, enabling them to keep watch on this most peculiar development, in the friendship between their daughter and the bloodcurdling black as night snake.


She realized she was unable to do anything about her new head piece, so decided to move on, because she was starting to have gripping hunger pangs vibrate deep down in her tummy, and because of all the extra excitement her mouth was as dry as the dusty land she was standing on. She noticed her parents had already sped off into the distance, so she powered along keeping her head as straight as she could, making sure her new friend didn’t come crashing down under her heavy plodding hooves, possibly killing him instantly.


Sensing another rumble of hunger deep in her body and realising that she had been so busy over the antics of a potty snake; she hadn’t eaten for quite some time. Looking from left to right she spotted a bush overflowing with her favourite yellow and white berries scattered over its scraggy branches. Very carefully she raised her head towards the lush vegetation, pulling with her strong black tongue the succulent berries into her jaws, allowing the sweet refreshing fruit to fill her mouth, which slowly trickled down into her empty tummy.


Up to the moment when his new travelling companion stuck her head up for something to eat, the Cobra had been happy and relaxed, as he continued to mentally praise himself thinking; with a hissy hissssy smile, I must be the most incredible, brilliant, courageous dare devil of a snake of all time. The only one ever, in all the history of evers, to have had the imagination, the amazing presence of mind to hitch a ride on a giraffe. What a genius I am, more than any other snake in all creation, the luckiest, the most intelligent, the blackest… If only my snaky mates could see me now, but that’s impossible of course, they won’t be able to. Histy Histy Histy, because Ha Hassssssss they will be still creeping around the grubby desert ground pretending life’s great, which I now know it isn’t. I am the wise guy snake, lucky to be looking at these magnificent views snake, seeing for the first time animals, and vistas I’ve never set eyes on before, I must be the most brilliant snaky of all snakes since we were created over 65 million years ago.


But nothing’s perfect in this world, I really don’t understand why this giraffy creature takes huge galloping strides swinging her head from side to side and all over the place all at the same time, it’s like living on an ever swaying tree on wild stormy days.


Shissssssssss ! Now zisssessssses what’s happening? My mate is pushing her head up to that branch. Histy! Histy its clingly hard work just hanging on; I think I am going to slip off, yes! yes ooooo yes this is it. I am uncoiling; I will be back on that filthy mucky earth any moment now. Stop! Giraffy thingy… stop… now … please: he thought over and over again in a shear panic. Zizzzzzzes Histy Histy! That’s more comfortable; my friend has eaten her fill and is starting to stride out again. Perhaps I won’t fall off after all, its great fun joy-riding up here.


With his black eyes fixed straight ahead, he watched fascinated as highly aerobatic tick birds landed expertly on the non-stop mooching giraffes. I think they are very clever busy in the air birds; it’s incredible that by just fluttering their wings, this helps them stay balanced onto the swinging hips of a rambling giraffe. What’s more…clever me…I’ve copied their idea, but it’s all I can do just to hang on as tightly as I possibly can. I cannot relax for a moment because I am sure I would be tossed up in the air, then crash out of control down to the hard unforgiving ground, to be trodden on by my friends thumping great hooves, that would really hurt or even kill me.


Turning his pointy head downwards at the passing desert far below him he thought; Wow shissss of shissssss! It does seem an awfully long way. I can hardly see anything because of all the dust my newly acquired mate kicks up with each dashing step. I feel huggingly more confidant, knowing I can hang on as I scan the ever-changing scene, stretching out as far as my vision will allow. Zisssses what’s that? It’s a view of an animal I’ve never set eyes on before from this height. Shisssssssss! It’s huge, more massive than massive, the greyest of grey thingy sizzzzs and just look at those enormous flapping earsssss, Ha Ha Ha’sssss just look at that stupid over-stretched swinging pipey thingy hanging off its face. Let me think? Yes! I know what they are? They are called elephants, I can’t believe this; here I am a rope thin rather chancy snake, that’s actually looking down on one of those beasts for the first time ever. Hooossssss I can’t wait to chat about all this at the next ‘Snakes Alive Club’ meeting. I bet they won’t believe me and if they don’t, trust me, they’ll get a right spitting, I don’t care who it is well perhaps not King Cobra, because when he loses it, he can get seriously nasty nasty.


As Ginny’s journey continued, the cobra looked round into the hazy sunlight of the Savanah. He watched keenly as groups of animals headed in the same direction. He sensed a change in the air it was starting to cool down, damp even, as he raised his glossy head higher squinting through the dust and piercing sunlight into the far distance. Shisssssss! Now I get it, we’re in a convoy heading towards a watering hole.


Within a couple of dozen strides Ginny along with her parents, stopped at the edge of the sparking in the middle of nowhere lake. She looked round at the usual feverish scene with animals bathing and drinking their fill of the cool waters. Her attention caught for a moment, at the sight of a herd of wide-horned black wildebeests, trying to drink as they constantly jostled for position at the water’s edge, swishing their white tails up in the air in agitation while pushing and shoving their heavy twisted horns in a mad frenzy, generating sharp click clacking sounds as they made contact with each other. Their stomping hooves caused rippling waves to lap against the beach, close to where she had come to a sticky squelchy stop.
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