SWALLOW

Tiny hummingbirds

Hum their tired way

Five hundred miles ‘cross

Mexico Bay

Eels abandon streams

Intrepid then they go

Out into the ocean

Towards the still Sargasso

Bogong moths each summer

Escape the baking heat

By flying up the mountains

Where they sleep but never eat

Serengeti wildebeest

Roam eight hundred miles

Braving dangerous rivers

Crammed with hungry crocodiles

Sometimes it truly seems to me

The whole world’s on the move

Every spring and every autumn

I have to migrate too…..

Flapping along a thousand feet in the air

Heading for Britain ‘cause the spring is there

Got to raise a family, got to work like a slave

But at the moment I’m languidly flapping my way

A thousand feet in the air

Heading for Britain ‘cause the spring is there

Flapping along a thousand feet in the sky

Snoozing on the wing and snacking on the odd fly

When I get to Britain got a nest to build

Then the tummies of half a dozen chicks to fill

But with my mate by my side

And working hard I’m sure we’ll just get by

My life isn’t all work, no play

Each and every single day

I find the time to practise my tricks

Doing my swallow-style aeronautics

Flapping along a thousand feet above you

Got to raise a family or maybe two

When I see those tiny beaks gape wide

Only thing I can do is go catch flies

To feed my chicks so they too

Will fly to Africa the way I flew

Flapping along a thousand feet in the air

Heading for Africa ‘cause spring is there

Got to raise a family, got to work like a slave

But at the moment I’m languidly flapping my way

A thousand feet in the air

Heading for Africa ‘cause spring is there
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