
[image: image1.png]


​

Giraffe 
Lanky, slow, sensitive, I have the overview of the savannah-I can see a half a mile away.  Oh, there are times that I so wish that I could escape from the violence that I see, still what I see protects me.  We drop from great height at birth, six feet, falling endangered onto the ground--vulnerable little creatures, food for hyena, Lyon and cheetah.  I fight to defend my foals, my hoofs flailing against my foes.  However, they die, they die.  

I am kind and wise.  I sleep in tiny bursts, on the ground, folding my huge body down, gently and elegantly.  Whoops! Excuse me.  Hungry again, time to eat! Our young are so precious; I cannot understand the cruelty of other species against their own.  It makes me cry, to see a zebra die! Managing life so grand and difficult as mine is a constant challenge. For eat I must, fourteen to twenty hours a day. I am a binge drinker; I can go for weeks without water.   But when I drink, I drink

Communication, eye contact and fast movement keeps us alive. I can run FAST, like the cheetah. Whoops! Excuse me.  Hungry again, time to eat!

Our youngsters are very social, they form crèches, little day care units where we roam around and care for each other, returning with our mothers to the yearly foaling ground.  Whoops! Excuse me.  Hungry again, time to eat! 

We forage, munching up above us, the delicious leaves and blossoms of the trees.  Sometimes I accidentally eat a bird’s nest, chomping down on the chewy young, oops!  Whoops! Excuse me.  Hungry again, time to eat!

Our males establish dominance by necking with each other, proving their erotic prowess.  We stand erect to dominate by height. They spar, moving stiff legged against each other, rubbing their heads, marching in step, ears flapping, aiming blows at rumps and other body parts, leaning away in order to not be hurt.  We do not breed until we are eight years old; imagine waiting, waiting all that time for a good lay.  Our tongues are prehensile and muscular; just imagine it stroking your body, up and down and all around!  We are digestive machines, with our four chambered tummies.   

Whoops! Excuse me.  Hungry again, time to eat!
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