VIEW AT DEER PARK

                  Hidden acrostic (first letter of second word in each line)

When in summer, snow has melted

From lower mountain peaks, we

Climb on top of Blue Mountain and have ourselves

A view.  From the summit we see far

In every direction—the Straight of Juan de Fuca, Mt. Baker, the Cascades

Sequim, Port Angeles, Hurricane Ridge, San Juan Islands, Dungeness

Spit and Olympic Mountains—our eyes trace

Horizon three hundred and sixty degrees.  We watch high

Clouds racing from the west turn to abalone shell swirls

Passing in front of the midday sun.  Bright purple and yellow

Blossoms carpet the slopes, orchestra pits of humming bees.  Deer,

Antlers in velvet, graze on tender green blades in gentle

Breeze.  A Power higher than we are is working magically and

Playing songs here that echo between our ears and the empyrean;

We understand a few phrases of that symphony and

Listen eagerly at this apex to eternal encores of that Heart.
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