Walk with a WOLF

Walk with a wolf in the cold air before sunrise.
She moves, quiet as mist, between spruce trees and
birches.

A silent grey shadow, she slides between boulders
and trots over blue pebbles to the edge of the lake.

She plunges through slush ice and laps the chill
water, snaps at a feather that drifts down from a

goose wing, then splashes to shore and shakes
herself like a dog.

There’s deep snow on the mountains. Snow clouds
bank in the east.
Winter is coming, and the geese fly south.

Run with a wolf as she bound up the steep slope.
She sniffs at a skull that stares at the lake. Moss

grows on the antlers. The bone has turned grey,
there’s no meat on it now — and she’s hungry.

Howl with a wolf in the dawn, thin and icy. Deep
from her chest the eerie sound comes.
Long, low music. The song of the Arctic.

Another howl answers.

With a wag of her tail, the wolf runs to the pack.
Three sons and a daughter, cubs from the spring,
squirm on their bellies and lick at her neck.

The black wolf greets her with a stare from his
pale eyes. He’s her mate, the pack’s strongest
hunter — and he’s hungry, too.

The wolf pack 1s ready. They set off together, like
eight ghost dogs, silent and stealthy as the coming
of frost. Three ravens are flying high overhead.

Hunt with a wolf on the trail of a bull moose,
following its tracks and its scent on the ground.

There’s a crash in the bushes, the moose is close.
The wolves crouch on their bellies, their hearts
beating fast.

There’s danger in hunting — a kick from a moose
can break a wolf’s ribs.

Charge with a wolf! The pack breaks through the

bushes, swift as grey lightning with one bolt of
black.

The moose turns and sees them. But he’s old and
he’s imping. There are scars on his legs.

The wolves leap at him, biting. Hear the moose
bellow. Hear the wolves panting as they drag him
down. Drops of his blood fall like berries to the
ground.

Rest with a wolf, no longer hungry, she watches
the cubs come to join in the feast.

Sleep with a wolf while a blizzard 1s blowing. The
sky 1s full of a million grey ice moths, as the wind
drives the flakes down.

Backs to the gale, the wolves curl among boulders,
heads tucked between hind legs, and noses covered
by the fur of their tales.

Dream with a wolf as the Pole star is shining.
There’s thick snow on the ground and a shivering
wind.

But the wolf dreams she is walking with new cubs
in warm sunlight, as the wild geese return with the
spring to the lake.



