 Seventh Breath
(After Gary Snyder and Han Shan)
Eternity envies us mortals.

– Ramón Gomez de la Serna
Promised her I’d stay in slaughter til she prepared her flight. Near the banks of Lake Xacho’d work, cedars and pines catch rain/sway under the Scraping Moon. Moon of diminished crows who got outta my yard one clear May day. (So loud.) They say keep your ears peeled & the sound gets better. Under it the man’s gray beard mumbles into a cellphone or the fog.               He could be reciting Snyder or Dickinson to the five directions.  Saturn’s been around the sun once since I left home and have almost forgotten (like an Ivan Osokin) how I got here.
 
                                                                  They want to know the way to Cat Peak, Dirtyface Peak, Mt. Olympus, Desolation: there's a through trail but you’ll need a seventh breath. Ice is melting like a motherfucker & it ain’t ‘til May that sun rises & blurs in swirling fog. How did I make it? We don’t yet share a heart, but when we do, you’ll feel those palpitations freed by the end game of joy right here.
 
                                                     I settled in Cascadia decades ago & the projects are just now starting to sprout out cinco direcciones and it feels like lifetimes thanks to velocity   failed raptures and a state of perdido. You prowl backyards remembering dogwoods and lilacs,  remember how to breathe watching things watch themselves. When you get this far into the mountains, clouds charged with sunlight pour over the cliffs and expire. An Indian mattress serves for a nap with blue sky blanket. Happy with dirt as heaven goes about its earth changes.
        Still wonder 
                 how close the rescue helicopter would’ve come to the snowwrit S.O.S.
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