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THE OTHER BLACKBIRD

There’s something
about the way 
the cattails sway 

in the summer 
breeze, how they 
hold together, how 

each stand springs 
from rhizomes—roots 
that shoot toward 

the sky, both male 
and female—waiting 
for the red-winged 

blackbird to bend it 
over toward the other 
blackbird staring back. 


