[Bird]watching
Emma, Tomás

Peacock starts to strut his stuff as he’s walking down the street
He ruffles his tail feathers, “Everybody! Look at me!”  
In his natural habitat, he’s expecting to be seen
On the dancing streets of Galway, he’s the king of bonhomie
 
Mockingbird is strumming all the greatest hits from Amy and from Ed 
Well maybe it’s the start for her or maybe they’ll forget 
Hitting all the highest notes, the beautiful, they flock the bars 
On the singing streets of Galway, she’s the queen of her guitar 
 
(We’re watching) in the city on a summer night
(We’re watching) in the city of a thousand shining lights
(We’re watching) in the city until morning light
(We’re watching) all the birds on a wild, wild, wild summer night.
 
Bald Eagle’s watching warily as the wild ones start to circle 
Happy hens hold handbags, while cockerels crow nocturnal 
When the gaggle seem alarmed, he’s keeping them away from harm
On the stormy streets of Galway, he’s the king of keeping calm 




