
Ye Little Birds That Sit And Sing
Thomas Heywood 

Ye little birds that sit and sing 
  Amidst the shady valleys, 
And see how Phyllis sweetly walks 
  Within her garden-alleys; 
Go, pretty birds, about her bower; 
Sing, pretty birds, she may not lour; 
Ah, me! methinks I see her frown; 
  Ye pretty wantons, warble!

Go, tell her through your chirping bills, 
  As you by me are bidden, 
To her is only known my love, 
  Which from the world is hidden. 
Go, pretty birds, and tell her so; 
See that your notes strain not too low, 
For still, methinks, I see her frown; 
  Ye pretty wantons, warble!

Go, tune your voices' harmony, 
  And sing, I am her lover; 
Strain loud and sweet, that every note 
  With sweet content may move her; 
And she that hath the sweetest voice, 
Tell her I will not change my choice; 
Yet still, methinks, I see her frown; 
  Ye pretty wantons, warble!

Oh, fly! make haste! see, see, she falls 
  Into a pretty slumber! 
Sing round about her rosy bed 
  That, waking, she may wonder: 
Say to her, 'tis her lover true 
That sendeth love to you, to you! 
And when you hear her kind reply, 
  Return with pleasant warblings.

Flight
Hazel Hall 

A bird may curve across the sky — 
A feather of dusk, a streak of song; 
And save a space and a bird to fly 
There may be nothing all day long.
Flying through a cloud-made place 
A bird may tangle east and west, 
Maddened with going, crushing space 
With the arrow of its breast.
Though never wind nor motion bring 
It back again from indefinite lands, 
The thin blue shadow of its wing 
May cross and cross above your hands.



Hark! Hark! the Lark  from Cymbeline, (Act II, scene 3)
William Shakespeare

Hark! hark! the lark at heaven's gate sings,
And Phoebus 'gins arise,
His steeds to water at those springs
On chalic'd flowers that lies;
And winking Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes;
With everything that pretty is,
My lady sweet, arise:
Arise, arise! 

Swans
Sara Teasdale 

Night is over the park, and a few brave stars 
Look on the lights that link it with chains of gold, 
The lake bears up their reflection in broken bars 
That seem too heavy for tremulous water to hold.
We watch the swans that sleep in a shadowy place, 
And now and again one wakes and uplifts its head; 
How still you are — your gaze is on my face — 
We watch the swans and never a word is said.


