Fly Butterfly
Spring time's here and the blossoms are turning, 

around the meadows the colours are burning. 

Sun flirts across the lazy river,

skipping and dancing on the ripples it shimmers.

Fly butterfly, for the world is your oyster.

Fly butterfly, spring time is here.

Fly butterfly, tell us your secrets,

O won't you fly my butterfly.
Wings of silk easy in movement,

hover in the breeze for one frozen moment.

Dropping little secrets, softly you whisper,

spreading the rumour from flower to flower.

Out to discover, to find and interrogate

Calling your subjects, you’re the attraction

Enticing your victims, closer and closer

Swimming the mid-flow, Caught in the sunflower

going, going, going up, up in the sky

going, going, going up, teach me to fly

going, going, going up, higher and high

going, going, going up, my butterfly
