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The metronome slap of salt water,
Moon driven onto granite shores.
Gulls sing their melancholic shanty,
Fleeing before dark thunderheads,
To the sanctuary of bleak fields.
Gorging on worms, fat with slurry;
Following the tractors toil.
Preceding the plenty of the Worm Moon,
The gulls have no squeamish aversion,
To the stinking sludge that brings their feast.
The crows, however,
may try it once, in hunger.
It is not for them.
Now they have better pickings.
When they shimmy their shiny selves,
Through draughty gaps.
Helping themselves, like honored guests,
to cattle feed and afterbirth;
And interesting offerings,
from the human in the white house.





                                                                                                                    

Red Kite has their number.                                                (Pecking Order. Page 2 of 2)
Wiley, white chested with age.
Watching, waiting,
for the left-over chicken carcass.
Offering for a demi-god.
It is his by right.
He knows.
Once he had to fight.
One crow dared.
One fought an ariel battle.
Almost destroying both.
They spun.
Lethal Claw to lethal claw,
Too close to white render and glass.
Collision.
Avoided in a heartbeat.
Shocking the white face at the window.
Red kite.
The isolate,
Arrogant Welsh Prince.
Romances the cumulus,
On an upward gust.
Circling with a
Predator's perception.
Noticing every nuance,
In the lace trimmed hedges.                                                                        









