
THE POLAR BEAR SPEAKS LAST 
—after Amit Dahiyabadshah’s “The Last Will and Testament of the Tiger” 
 
When you have stolen the last  
of the sea ice that paved my way  
to ringed seals that sustain me, 
when you have thawed 
the last of the permafrost, 
when you have melted 
the last of the snow banks  
where I excavated caves  
to birth my cubs— 
 
O driller of oil, “improver” of habitat,  
climate alchemist 
 
—you will have killed me as surely 
as if you wielded that thunder stick of old, 
although my death will not be as quick, 
or as clean.  I too have hunted and killed 
but every kill was face-to-face with my prey, 
there was a chance to escape beneath the ice, 
and some of the blood poured, 
a steaming sacrifice on the altar 
to our Great Icy Mother. 
 
But you consume and consume and consume, 
driven by what you want, not what you need. 
Wretched alchemist, you attempt  
to transform beauty and diversity into gold, 
but are left with only a poverty of ash. 
 
So before you have consumed it all, 
before there is nothing left for any other being, 
before there is, in fact, nothing left, 
I pray that you will stand before me, 
look into my eyes, and watch me die. 
I pray that you will reach deep  
for some tiny shred of mercy, 
that you will leave all parts of me behind. 
I have ruled this frozen kingdom 
at our Great Mother’s decree  
to kill or be killed and feed the cycle. 
There is some justice in being scavenged  
by a remaining Arctic fox  
to alleviate her starvation, 



to be returned to the earth 
as carrion. 
 
Leave the yellowed portions of my fur 
to remember the pale, never-setting-Arctic-sun  
at summer solstice, my black skin  
to darken a night sky full of stars in mid-winter, 
the fading gleam in my eye to reflect 
a curtain of aurora borealis drifting  
down over the world’s stage. 
 
You cannot hope to contain my rage,  
so let my roar echo through an empty world  
that once was filled with a symphony  
of sonorous whale song, walrus groans,  
seal barks, raven croaks, wolf howls,  
and the thump of willow ptarmigan wings 
against the snow. 
 
May my claws slash through the lies 
until they reach the truth. 
 
May my teeth tear the false words of promise 
from your books and speeches and legislation. 
 
May my bones, at least for a time, 
bear witness to what once was wonder. 
 
I am so weak—I cannot remember  
my last meal—but even so, I would stand  
on my hind legs one last time before I die.   
I would tower over you—your useless defenses, 
your puny excuses. 
I could break you like a twig, 
I could tear you, flesh from bone 
—but you are not worth the effort. 
 
I will join the others, 
all those you have disappeared, 
with your greed and self-absorption. 
We will turn our backs on you 
and we will pass into oblivion. 
 
And when all of you are also gone, 
when you have died of starvation  
or disease, cataclysm or  



 loneliness 
perhaps some small bit  
of my fur will remain. 
My fur which is not really white,  
but transparent and pigment-free,  
scattering and reflecting light— 
 like ice and snow. 
Perhaps this tuft of a memory of me 
will drift across the land  
 that is now so brown,  
over the sea  
 that is now so dark. 
The world will dream of  
 white and light, 
and our Great Icy Mother 
in her frozen weeping 
will bring in a new ice age. 
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