Halifax.

Halifax,

Halifax.

Halifax,

Halifax.

Halifax,

Halifax,

From down on your sligk slime covered waterfront boardwalk
of rotting grey, to stag€ered, slatted northend dens

and back again to sbuthend spires; point pleasant

gun turrets turning, to shade pissing dog by tree.

you stand proud, the young one facing east,

broadly baring your back to Montreal’s insipid

“Ou est Halifax?”, Toronto’s world-revolving-round-me
Skydome attitude of self-righteous love.

Go to hell with your C.N. Tower.

You who grew strongly out of harsh Appalachian ground,
deposited by some long forgotten glacial empire
from across the sea of epochs gone by, having been:
ploughed down by Mont Blanc’s mountain blast.
War zone pit stop for sailors pissing English beer
on the proud

of the Jamaican rum runners,
hiding away in cove, harbour, bay; hand made vesseis
of sleek design, cut blue Atlantic white capped waves;
manual foreshadows of the coming of metal-hune,
harbour-taking bastions of mans’ inhumanity to man.

Now you stand, grey mist covered morning
cloaking you, hanging at your young aging shoulders;
you, misty eyed, watching ferry run from Dartmouth. '
over dense, green, gelatinous harbour sludge,
docking down by pierside tourist-trapping ba
neath seaguil cluuered cloudy blue sky.

ticking ageless time untouched, .
passing days on Lower Water Streéf;\:r

dalhousie

Halz'fax.

_dozing in. the shade of Parade Square monument
to war fallen boys, a night time gathering beacon
“for angst rzdden youth e

full unblinking moon,
pizza,

/ ange, . crgarettes,

‘and lysol, snot-covered,
lost; whete I\,g t tppmg home to bed from

leaf Tov, T
wasf,}z‘ - young girls 1 auty

neath pr Burns, facing Public Gard, :

gates of gackened iron as dark as the night sky above,
holding precious few feet of grass, flowers, trees,

round bandstand centrepiece of pathways and duckponds
sitting counting endless stream of parallel people,

cars and buses tearing by, leaving me breathless in their wake
of wind, dust watering my eyes catching numbers:

the One, the Eleven, the Sixteen, the Twenty, the Eighty;

my life measured in routes of
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