
Write a poem about birds or a bird.

Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird
Wallace Stevens

I
Among twenty snowy mountains,
The only moving thing
Was the eye of the blackbird.
II
I was of three minds,
Like a tree
In which there are three blackbirds.
III
The blackbird whirled in the autumn winds.
It was a small part of the pantomime.
IV
A man and a woman
Are one.
A man and a woman and a blackbird
Are one.
V
I do not know which to prefer,
The beauty of inflections
Or the beauty of innuendoes,
The blackbird whistling
Or just after.
VI
Icicles filled the long window
With barbaric glass.
The shadow of the blackbird
Crossed it, to and fro.
The mood
Traced in the shadow
An indecipherable cause.
VII
O thin men of Haddam,
Why do you imagine golden birds?
Do you not see how the blackbird
Walks around the feet
Of the women about you?
VIII
I know noble accents
And lucid, inescapable rhythms;
But I know, too,
That the blackbird is involved
In what I know.
IX
When the blackbird flew out of sight,
It marked the edge
Of one of many circles.
X
At the sight of blackbirds
Flying in a green light,
Even the bawds of euphony
Would cry out sharply.
XI
He rode over Connecticut
In a glass coach.
Once, a fear pierced him,
In that he mistook
The shadow of his equipage
For blackbirds.
XII
The river is moving.
The blackbird must be flying.
XIII
It was evening all afternoon.
It was snowing
And it was going to snow.
The blackbird sat
In the cedar-limbs.




GOLDFINCHES
Mary Oliver
 In the fields 
we let them have— 
in the fields
 we don’t want yet— 
where thistles rise 
out of the marshlands of spring, and spring open— 
each bud a settlement of riches— 
a coin of reddish fire— 
the finches
wait for midsummer, 
for the long days,
for the brass heat, 
for the seeds to begin to form in the hardening thistles, 
dazzling as the teeth of mice, 
but black,
filling the face of every flower. 
Then they drop from the sky.
 A buttery gold, 
they swing on the thistles, they gather
the silvery down, they carry it
in their finchy beaks 
to the edges of the fields, 
to the trees,
as though their minds were on fire
with the flower of one perfect idea— 
and there they build their nests
and lay their pale- blue eggs, 
every year, 
and every year
the hatchlings wake in the swaying branches
in the silver baskets, 
and love the world. 
Is it necessary to say any more?
Have you heard them singing in the wind, above the final fields? 
Have you ever been so happy in your life? 
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Blossoms
colorful birds
set free in the trees…
blossoms
-Issa



Shy bird haiku
birdsong in bamboo grass–
too shy
for the fence
-Issa

