


In Africa, many millions of years ago, 

There were four legged creatures, some high and some low, 

They lived in a dry land with very much heat, 

But sadly, not quite enough for all to eat. 

The animals ate the same food, leaves from the trees, 

They ate all they could reach from their chins to their knees, 

Often there would not be enough for all to feed, 

Some would get sick, not getting nutrients they need. 



One year, worse than most, the lakes and rivers ran dry, 

For months and months, there was not a cloud in the sky. 

Without water, plants and trees began to suffer, 

And for the animals, finding food got tougher. 

The lower branches of the trees were plucked bare, 

But at the top there was food to be had there, 

At the tops of the trunks, at the tips of the stem, 

For very few creatures had managed to reach them. 



A creature called Gerry, was tall enough to reach  

This was not a trick or a lesson he could teach, 

Gerry got there simply because he was so tall, 

He stretched out his neck and he rose above all. 

Gerry could eat all the leaves few others could eat, 

He had truthfully mastered a fantastic feat, 

So Gerry ate, he chewed and he chomped and he munched, 

Whilst many others went hungry without their lunch. 



With all his food, he grew healthy, happy and strong, 

Because of this he lived a life so very long, 

As did all of Gerry’s other long-necked mates, 

While some shorter animals had far worse fates. 

Gerry had a long neck due to his DNA, 

This tells your body how to make you, in a way. 

Sometimes there can be a mistake or mutation, 

Where it is helpful, it’s called an adaptation. 

DNA is inherited through Mum and Dad,  

So Gerry’s children may have the long neck he had.  



In his long life Gerry had more children than most, 

And an extra long neck, they also did boast, 

Gerry and his kids ate the leaves others could not, 

Those children grew and had children – they had a lot, 

They all also had necks long and children tall, 

Even taller than anyone could ever recall. 



After grandchildren and great-grandchildren and more, 

Many giraffes are from children that Gerry bore. 

No longer do they compete with those much shorter, 

They still live in the same dry place with little water, 

But each animal has their place with all they need. 

They can all drink and play and happily feed. 

Gerry did not start this great revolution, 

He was part of a process called evolution. 



Dear reader, 

This story was written as part of my dissertation for my MSc in Science Communication 

and Public Engagement. I would be extremely grateful if you could provide feedback 

on the story. All feedback will be anonymous. 

You can do this by clicking here to go to the feedback form or by visiting bit.ly/story-

feedback. 

Thank you! 

Clare Fearon  

clarefearon.wordpress.com 

c.o.fearon@sms.ed.ac.uk

https://forms.office.com/Pages/ResponsePage.aspx?id=yRJQnBa2wkSpF2aBT74-hxN1TF9kB2JAvjRx0k4hxnZUNTlZVDlTUlkwWlNaMEpWVUdMUVpPUjFDWC4u
http://bit.ly/story-feedback
http://bit.ly/story-feedback
http://clarefearon.wordpress.com
mailto:c.o.fearon@sms.ed.ac.uk

