
 

 

the sedge wren 
 
each midnight, shadow of a wing 
then a lone, squeaky staccato 
 
unflagging and emanating 
from the edge of the slough 
 
some are born with song 
some must apprentice and hone 
 
and then there is the autodidact’s wend 
of a sui generis, wound-up sedge wren 


