The Kingfisher
by Deborah Ruddell
I’m the boss of the marsh,
where the winters are harsh,

the high-flyin’ king of my home.

I don’t give a care

for the state of my hair,

and I won’t use a brush or a comb.

When I set out to fish

for a rib-stickin’ dish,

I dive like a blue-streakin’ flash.

I cut through the air

with a natural flair,

and all you can see is my splash.
