 On Loughor Estuary

You Google a name carved in stone:
Gwennol, the Common Swift.
Should we have known...

Counting years stood alone,	Comment by Paul Wright: What/who is the subject of this verb? The you.

In the compression of the lines which is powerful it isn't always possible to grasp the sense.

Our shoulders?

We compare collar bones?
Shoulders touch in subtle shift.
You support my revolution.

Compare healed collarbones,
Labyrinthian mirrored gift,	Comment by Paul Wright: What is this?

I should have known it was a labyrinthine mirrored gift -- but what is?
I should have known.

Myopic squint, Seagull or Heron?
It took a continental drift
To start my revolution.

Tending thoughts that I have sown
Whilst Cormorants catch the draft
You should have known

On mudflats Curlews mottled brown
Trill of impending death
This is my revolution
I think we`ve always known


Unpicking stitches neatly sewn
 I see the damaged the weft
I should have known



