The Birdwatcher’s Guide

The guy who botched the Birdwatcher’s Guide

is off, with a rabble in hot pursuit,

but it’s up to the birds to decide. 

The bird- hide is not for the birds. Inside,

timidly, the twitchers agree to prosecute

the guy who botched the Birdwatcher’s Guide.

“Don’t spoonerise, don’t versify, don’t

pun!” The publisher was resolute,

but its up to the birds to decide.

A botcher will never be driven to suicide.

The publisher’s hoping that someone will shoot

the guy who botched the Birdwatcher’s Guide.

“It’s our sanctuary, thanks,” the swamphen cried,  

“and possibly this refugee is a worthy recruit,

but it’s up to the birds to decide.” 

There’s nothing as tough as a wordbotcher’s hide.

They’d fail if they tried to electrocute

the guy who botched the Birdwatcher’s Guide,

but it’s up to the birds to decide. 

Summery Song 

one and one’s a simple sum





Archimedes you’re a summer





how many swallows make it summertime?






one times one is one






sometimes swallows come 





someone summons them at summertime 






one by one they come sporadically




if they formed a queue before they flew 



the queue would cumber them



    

all neatly dressed in coats and tails 




they do their swallow dives





Archimedes gave them dramas








when he found his principle instead of his pyjamas

Archimedes loves the rhumba 





he’ll take off with nothing on









one take one is nought






a swallow would be numb at nought 


 

and number at a minus number






 

one goes into a swallow’s





nest of adobe and umber




one goes in as one comes out








throughout the summer Archimedes

we’ll keep the algorithm  





and when the swallows go, you and I’ll go with them

