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​The Gnome Who Grew Too Tall
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In the heart of a quiet forest, tucked beneath the bright red roof of a mushroom cap, lived a gnome named Gus. Gus was small, like all gnomes are—no taller than a teacup, no heavier than a loaf of bread. He wore a pointy green hat and kept his beard trimmed and tidy. Life was just the right size for Gus.

His bed was a walnut shell.

His table was made of thimblewood.

His sink was carved from a snail shell, and the water came from a single drop of morning dew.

Every day, Gus would sweep his doorstep (three pine needles wide), polish his tiny boots, and whistle as he walked beneath the tulips and toadstools.

But one morning, everything changed.

Gus yawned. He stretched. He bumped his head.

On the ceiling.

“OW!” he cried, rubbing his scalp. He sat up and his knees hit the end of the bed. His feet poked out the window. His arms knocked over his lamp.

He leapt out of bed—and smashed right through the floor.

The hole left a perfect Gus-shaped dent in the wood.

Gus stumbled outside, blinking in the sunlight.

The forest looked... smaller.

The tree stump mailbox only reached his knees. The birdbath, once taller than his roof, now looked like a soup bowl.

Gus ran to the pond to see his reflection.

His hat had stretched! His ears had stretched! Even his beard looked longer.

“I’ve grown!” he gasped. “I’ve grown too tall!”

He ducked into his house and bonked his head again.

He tried to sit in his chair. SNAP.

He tried to pour tea. The teapot wobbled, then cracked in two.

“Oh no, oh no, oh NO,” Gus muttered. “Tall gnomes don’t fit in gnome-sized homes!”

So Gus packed a bag with what he could still use—a comb, a spoon, a small rolled-up rug—and set off down the winding path to find a new home that fit.

He passed the other gnomes’ houses.

"Morning, Gus!" called Meryl from her mushroom.

“Mind your roof!” shouted Pip.

But when they saw how tall he was, their eyes widened.

“Gus?” said Meryl. “Is that... you?”

“I think so,” said Gus. “But now I’m taller than a tree.”

“Trees grow,” said Pip. “Maybe gnomes do too.”

“Not like this,” sighed Gus. “I don’t belong here anymore.”

He marched on.

First, he tried the Badger’s burrow.

Too low. Too narrow.

His knees got muddy and he sneezed from the fur.

Next, he climbed to a squirrel’s nest.

Too twiggy. Too wobbly.

He couldn’t stretch out without falling through.

Then, he tried sleeping in an old boot.

It smelled like cheese.

“Nope,” said Gus. “Not for me.”

At last, Gus found an empty log. It was tall. It was wide. He could stand up without stooping and stretch without scraping.
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