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this is my city – pavement streets
in multi-flavoured restaurants 
with seawall trails in cormorants 
and ducks and geese and moss washed rocks –

this is my city – postcard skies
of mountains shifting sunset peaks
and oceans stretching into mists
beyond the trees of centuries –

raccoon branches – squirrel logs 
and chickadees to dance my hand 
then coffee corners swirling
to garden streets and salt winds.
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