Signs of Sîkwan
The ice lets go its final breath,
Water sings across the land.
Trees stretch thin fingers to the sun,
Their buds like tiny promises.
The geese return with ancient songs,
A heartbeat woven through the sky.
Frogs drum in hidden puddles,
Calling the earth to wake.
The wind smells different now —
Fresh, muddy, alive.
Our boots sink into the warming ground,
And every step writes a new story.
We listen.
We watch.
We feel the land breathing again.
This is sîkwan —
The season of return,
The season of remembering.

