
Kristin Hersh, The cuckoo
Oh the cuckooShe's a pretty birdShe wobbles when she fliesShe don't ever hollar cuckcooTill the fourth day of JulyJack o' DiamondsJack o' DiamondsI know you, of oldYou rob my poor pocketsOf silver and goldOh the cuckcooShe's a pretty birdI wish that she were mineShe don't ever drink waterShe only drink wineGonna build meA log cabinOn a mountain so highSo I can see WillieWhen he goes on by
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