When I Was a Crow

Words and music by Earle Peach
Cold winter dawns we went mad with delight

And flew for miles without stopping

While starlings & pigeons huddled like beggars

‘Round black chimney flues, and ruffled their feathers

Crying out for a joy that we could not explain

Above their heads in bright chaos we cawed

Thought blacker than night, we were the children of morning

Tearing across God’s blue eye

Our souls unredeemed, not caring for churches

Abandoned to motion in any direction

With the cold air biting our wings in envy

With no protection at all we ran free

When I was a crow

I knew what it was to be human

I suffered and died and I rose up again

Crying “nearer my life to thee!”

Crying nearer my life to thee

And when some of us died, or just disappeared

We were not afraid to keep flying

Cold with fatigue, our eyes on the sidewalks

Our hunger unslaked for one final flight

Into a darkness that could not sustain us

Like black empty shells we rained from on high

When I was a crow…

