Superstition 
I squint across the low tide	Comment by Paul Wright: If there is an I speaker why not use this consistently?
at mottled Curlews on desolate mudflats,
their silence before evensong calms the mariner.

Cormorants raise their wings;
silhouettes of plague doctors
drying in the saline breeze.

I remember the suicidal Swifts;	Comment by Paul Wright: If this verse is swapped around the poem would become pessimistic.
smashing into windows and cupboards,
Shit flicked, blood flecked, into oblivion.	Comment by Paul Wright: Great line 

With his/her side eye sly,	Comment by Paul Wright: What is the effect of the strong end rhyme here -- the only time you do it now?
A Crow meets my eye.
On thickened thoughts,
I think  I recognise your voice.
from that other life

Pin prick motes that sparkle,	Comment by Paul Wright: I don't think you need this here
a presence in the liminal;
What winged element is this?
