 Flag Drop 
(After Gary Snyder and Han Shan)
Flags are the only ones to say goodbye to the clouds.                      – Ramón Gomez de la Serna
The mountains and rivers are destroyed,

                             but the State survives.

 – Nanao Sakaki paraphrasing Du Fu

The road through Stevens Pass takes you through Index, Startup, Sultan and past many huge backyard American flags, haven’t been for thirty years Sam says after the age of espresso carts, espresso huts, mini espresso strip clubs and endless violent missions accomplished. A path, but no sign of a horse nor even a mythic one pulling a sun (what sun?) across a bronze age sky. Gorges meet just beyond Highway 2 beyond craggy peaks she can’t capture through car windows  dew-bent grasses remember the July sun and hillside lodgepole pines hum/wait for immolation that surely will come. I’ve always been a sucker for shortcuts. My body asks of my shadow: How can I outrun you?
                                                 At the edge of a cliff, I chose a path more alive than I ought to be. There’s Boulder Creek watershed below & bearpaths, raven’s whooshing wingbeats, but who’s satisfied with trails? Surely there’s a shortcut around here & who knows what lies beyond the waytrail? White clouds cling to rocks til the fingernails draw wine & now I've lived here – what 22 years? Another spring and more magnolia blossoms drummed into dust by car tires. Lilacs festoon the city of poets & here winter’s never too far away. Go tell families with flat screens and hybrids What’s the appeal of noise and bloodmoney?              

                                On Dirtyface Peak, it's cold. And not just this year, but ever since it thrust up there last time we acted this way. Jagged scraps like this keep the ice in icicle creek (na-sik-elt) cold as toes in Josephine Lake, they spit mist at Sitka Willows, Ponderosa Pines, Pacific Red Fir, Rocky Mountain Juniper and Pacific Dogwood opening up late May (& later)  grass sprouting at  June’s end and no complaints from them about the short season. And here we are, in the mountains, eyes peeled like a bloodhawk’s for the next poem. It may very well show up.
        I gun my ’01 civic through the future ghost towns where blackberry bushes bide time ‘til supper. The jingoism sours my gut/smells like a fresh tomb. My shadow’s not too far from here, in eyeshot of a box made of pine, ready for its own ashtray, but it’s not my jiwa’s final resting spot. Only the mindseye sees those ordinary bones, imagines the space in the skull where laughing teeth once were. In the hard drives of the Immortals they are purgatoried in namelessness.
              You salute the flag – I’ll

                     find a cold mountain stream 

     to drink up my   puny   dawn   song.
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