“I need you and you need me,”
Said the Oxpecker perched
on Giraffe’s knobby knee.



Glaring at him, Giraffe frowned,
“I do not need you. Please get down.”



“You're always climbing on my skin.

Your company is wearing thin.
You are nothing but a pest.
Fly away and let me rest.”






“But I need you and you need me.

Let me speak and you will see.

I hang around all day and night,
Picking every thing in sight.

I pick, pick, pick, pick, pick, pick, pick -
I'm always looking for a tick.

I eat the bugs that drink you dry,

On your neck, your back, your thigh.”






