
Falcons of Broadway
It slipped my mind that you can’t fly

I left you on the windowsill
Of a Broadway building

Up in the skyline
I take my chances on the wing

I do what I want and I do anything
Cause the natural world

Is smothered beneath the steel and the stone

Stretch my feathers to the sun
Attack my reflection in every crystal wall

Every crystal wall

I hunt for blood, the fruit of the vine
Where Jesus saves from a neon sign

It’s a far cry
From where I was born

I gorge on the stuff
I can never get enough

I see my future in every scarlet drop
Like water, we circle round again

Stretch my feathers to the sun
Attack my reflection in every crystal wall

Every crystal wall

Take my chances on the wing
Through corridors of liquid air I fly

Stretch my feathers to the sun
Attack my reflection in every crystal wall

Every crystal wall


