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ummingbird

Song
I hear the hummingbird

as she stops to take a rest,

humming to her eggs

within her tiny nest:
I loved the way

your father flew,

so high and swift,

so sure and true.

Now he’s gone.

I know not where. 
But you will not

need his care.
When you hatch

as big as bees,

I’ll feed you nectar

from flowers and trees.

And soon enough

your day will come.

You’ll leave this nest.

Your wings will hum.

And you will fly

as Father flew,

so high and swift, 

so sure and true.
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