THE WISE OLD OWL 
(Words and Music: Ernst Friedl)
VERSE 1
THE MOON SHINES BRIGHT ABOVE THE TREE


THE FOREST LIES THERE PEACEFULLY


THE BLUE AND BLACK, SILVER CROWNED


INVOKES A FEELING SO PROFOUND


TRANQUILITY ‑ PREVAILS

VERSE 2
THE RESTLESS GHOSTS WITHIN YOUR MIND


GO ON AND ON BUT CANNOT FIND


THE SOOTHING WORD, THE MAGIC SPELL


HAVE ONE MORE STORY YET TO TELL


OF LOVE ‑ AND PAIN

VERSE 3
WHAT IF THIS OWL HIGH UP THE TREE


WOULD KNOW OF THIS DICHOTOMY


WHAT WOULD SHE DO ? WHAT'S WISE, WHAT'S BEST?


WOULD SHE WAIL AND HOWL, THIS WISE OLD OWL ?


OR SING ‑ OF DREAMS ?

PLAYOUT

