


Unknown Warbler In The Marsh 

On the back side of the Matagorda Peninsula 

Wade-fishing on a stormy day without lightning 

During the spring migration. 

Enjoying the day – wind whipping across the dunes, 

The sky dark, bubbling, clouds moving, 

Coming in from the Gulf,  

The sky spitting rain every now and then, 

A day that finds me wading down a bayou 

Cut by storms of long ago, 

A bayou lined by flooded marsh grass full  

Of finger mullet and shrimp and crabs 

That find sanctuary in the stems and roots 

That hide them from the redfish 

That is just as much a predator as is 

The lion of the Serengeti 

Or the Grizzly bear of the mountains. 

My eye catches a bird fluttering in the wind, 

A small brown and yellow bird that is failing 

In its attempt to fly, spiraling down, 

Its spread wings finally resting on the grass, 

A bird exposed to the elements, to me, 

A bird so tired that it cannot fly any further, 

A bird that I cannot identify but as a warbler, 

A bird whose eyes watch my every move, 
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A bird that I leave alone to rest 

And refresh its spent body,  

And later when I wade back past,    

The bird rises from the grass and flies on, 

Strength revived in a safe place to fall,  

The will to live pushing it on,  

Resuming its trip to nesting grounds 

A thousand miles or more to the north.  

 

Today, years later,  

I see the eyes of that warbler, 

So vulnerable, needing a place to rest, 

Needing food and water to continue on, 

And I redouble my efforts  

To save that which is natural 

And wonderful on the coast of Texas, 

A coast that I love –  

My church, my sanctuary, 

My safe spot in the storms of life, 

A spot that will also be there  

For the unknown warbler in the marsh.  
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