The New Cuckoo’s Coming.

Responsive to returning Spring

The country-side rejoices.

The groves and glades and valleys ring

With teeming tuneful voices;

Far echo lambkin’s bleat and bell;

The bees abroad are humming,

But happiest notes are those which tell

Of the new cuckoo’s coming.

The blackbird pulses morning’s sky

With richer, warmer trilling;

With strains all sweeter realms on high

The noon-day lark is filling;

The thrush’s throat more trancing swells

When shades are eve-tide glooming,

But song of all most joyful tells

Of the new cuckoo’s coming.

Yet oft the cuckoo’s earliest cry

I’ve heard mid sorrows round me;

It echoed once my last good-bye

As brother’s arms enwound me;

And once as wreath I rueful wove

For cherished child’s entombing

A ghost-like voice from near-by grove

Spoke the new cuckoo’s coming.

 I came to think of grief and gloom

With cuckoos darkly dwelling,

To think ‘twas all of cares to come

Their cruel tones were telling.

Yes, foolish faith, I did not doubt,

To double dolour dooming,

With evils dire rang ev’ry shout

Of the new cuckoo’s coming.

But no, sweet bird, nor wail nor woe

A note of thine announces;

That nights will gleam in mornings’ glow

Each, prophet-like, pronounces;

That suff’rings will in time depart,

Like clouds o’er winter looming,

And gladness greet the grief-sick heart

Sings each new cuckoo’s coming.
