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Giraffe and Jackal were best friends.



In class, they partnered  
up for projects.

At recess, they braided 
friendship bracelets.

At lunch, they gulped down 
groundnut pudding.



On their way home from Savannah School, Giraffe and Jackal 
loved to stop at the watering hole. 

But they were always careful 
to avoid the path between the 
buffalo thorn trees. That’s where 
the bullies hung out. 



One morning, Ms. Wildebeest 
asked, “Who would like to be  
a special helper for Aardvark,  
our new student?”

“No!” Jackal yipped. “I don’t want to play with anyone but you.”

Giraffe raised a hoof. “We will!”




