Northern Exposure 	           
										
Wind chill
is steel
is liquid nitrogen
on southern skin
on the streets of Iqaluit.                                              

And 
above
blue skies smiling 
but 
everywhere    snow    hard packed 
squeaking underfoot
in the absence 
of birdsong in the treeless tundra
except 
ptarmigans strut and dodge
between grey lichen specked stone
in the distant hills.			        

And 
between 
wooden buildings
a raven mob squabbles 
on the lip of an open waste bin.
They fly as witches do 
trailing their long black claws and mewing like cats
 “Strong enough to lift a cat,”
an Inuk hunter confirms				
so 
perhaps I did once
hear
see 
their dark shadows on a white moon 
in the night of noon.

Ravens can also sound like hens 
muffed in their feathers on barn beams
but 
there are no barns this far north
and 
no chickens that aren’t plasticized and frozen
although some things range free here
until, untimely
they recoil 
to a slug in the head, a wing, or in a leg
like the arctic fox
I witness one day
white on white
out near the floe ice
tripping and trapped
within circles of fear
run down then run over by a hunter on a blue skidoo.			

As if I needed proof 
I don’t belong here
everything else merges into a landscape 
of blue and blood red on a white canvas.

The far north, I learned,
was no place to expose one’s self.

