Nunavut
You feel you have disturbed something important
arctic hares box coats salt-white shadows frost hanging
around them like auras the noise thumps across the snow

the ice's edges run away

like skimmed milk

washing the a of tundra into the sea
you feel the ice could crack
Predicted yet sudden
the sun spills its juice onto the ice  like a ripe lemon

grass everywhere

Just lepus just hare sitting on warm shoots
the snow that is left steams like a kettle

the hares cry out like the kettle's spineful whistle

the hares cry out like the kettle's spineful whistle
the snow that is left steams like a kettle

Just lepus just hare sitting on warm shoots
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Nunavut cont’d
grass everywhere
the sun spills its juice onto the ice

Sudden yet predicted

like a ripe lemon
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