A WEEK INTO A WONDERFUL SUMMER

To the northeast, Mt. Baker looms

The two-thirds full moon risen

At least an hour in the east 

Warm sun on my back

Moths and bees dancing between

My eyes and view

Of the clear cuts 

And the water ways

Fir and alder, ferns dancing

Clover and lupine

Eagle spirit!

Spirals

In front of the moon

Dancing high

On the free winds

Higher and higher

Wide wings

Motionless

In front of blue sky

Tufts of pale white cloud

To the west

The sun two palms from the horizon

The pale orange ring around it

 Twice that wide

A week into a wonderful summer.
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