               THE STARLINGS

Breakfast dishes washed and dried, he laid his

Cobbled table each morning for the birds,

With ground-down biscuit bits and breadcrumbs smeared

With butter, rhubarb jam and lemon curd.

In his wing-backed window seat he’d sit and sup,

Until the starlings out-muscled the sparrows –

Hooligans!  Greedy guts!  You useless shower!

He was like a poltergeist at work,

With window barking and blind flapping,

As he did his best to shift the starlings.

But being cute, they just ebbed in and out

Like waves upon a shore, which left him as –

For all his bluster, shouts and growls –

An ornithological King Canute.
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