Wood Thrush
by Jacob A. Barkett

Evening song; morning song,

Twilight’s song — daytime silence.

Spring’s dawn’s sweet melody.

Richly softly garbled soothing.

Plain bird, brown bird, spotted bird.

Darkness nears, faint stars wink,

Heart content, thoughts quieted

Not a sound or a stir but the quiet rustle

Of grass and that soft song melodious

Hidden away in the dark wood.

Nothing odious except — confound it all!

If the bird’s haunting, sweet song

Continues any longer, I will be troubled to write a poem!
But I am saved, the dusk breeze wisps the song away,
For the bird sleeps and so must 1.



