
Hidden Flower 

Once upon a time, I lived in the high Rocky Mountains. I hiked often, with feet 

firmly on the earth, and with strong legs, lungs and posture. The trees and the sky, 

the grasses and the snowfalls, the creeks and the silences, were my companions. 

Once, I got stuck in waist high snow while hiking, and thanked the tree that lent me 

its trunk to grab hold of to pull me out.  

With the trails covered in snow, there were times when I lost my way, yet somehow 

always found the trail back to the cabin. I was known for going out for a short walk, 
and becoming so captured by the adventure and the beauty, that many hours 

would pass before I realized how long I had been gone, or how many miles had 

passed under my boots. Eventually I learned to always take a few essentials with 
me, like a compass, water, flashlight, whistle, matches and knife, just in case. I had 

a rule, however: be back by “dark-thirty”. Most times I made it! 

One day, in late summer, I was walking through the aspen, pine and fir trees high 

above my cabin. Off to the left of the trail I saw a stream of light pouring down like 
a laser through sky-high trees. It was pure sunlight, and it captured my eye. I had 

to follow it to the ground by peeking around dappled white aspens and dense 

evergreens to see where it had landed on the earth. When I found it, there was a 
most exquisite lone flower, hidden from obvious sight, in full radiant bloom, giving 

itself to the pouring light. I stood in awe and in silence, honoring its beauty. It 

would not have even been noticed without the streaming light pouring down and 

pointing me to its beauty. What was clear was that it did not need me to be! There 
was not the slightest attachment to ever being noticed, seen or valued and yet, 

although hidden, magnificent! 

This radiant, exquisite flower had a destiny…to grow and bloom. It simply was 
being itself pouring forth…and, just by chance, I happened to be graced by its 

absolute loveliness. 


