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Petersburg Days

Standing on aging linoleum

In front of the tenmis ball tomatos in the Trading {nion

You realize suddenly that you’ve shopped there 10,000 tmes
Andyou’re proud of it.

You hear tongues lashing as gossip rips around the corner

But suddenly music fromm an unexpected quarter

The Salvation Army is freezing on Main Street

You fiel the depth of the muskeg because you know so many of the pilings
personally.

City of the pink salmon, attended by two totems and the Sons of Norway.
(Obsexve the whaies.

Brood on Petersburg Creek.

Pass Sockeye and you’re home.







