SONG
                                              Blow, blow north wind,

tonight is going to snow.

     What will the goldfinch do?

           The goldfinch, what will he do?

   He will rest in the warmth

                                                 of the grain loft,

 his head disappearing
      under the cloak of his wings.
                                                 Poor little goldfinch!

                                                 Fly, or you will freeze!
                                                 Anonymous
                      Spain

   EARLY MAY MORNINGS
In the early May mornings,
      when the sun begins to appear,
               the birds fill the air
             with their cheerful and gentle trills;

         while the early morning dew
                                                glistens in the fields.
How bright is the morning!
                                               What a delight to breathe

                                               the aroma of the fresh breeze
coming from the pine grove,

                                               and in the distance,
the song of the country lad!
                                               Anonymous
                                                    Spain
