Arcona Summer Haiku

The light of the sun, 

glows down from high in the sky, 

its drifting warmth flows

The bright blossom trees, 

draping overburdened leaves, 

falling to the light

The dark of beyond, 

drapes over the bright blue sky, 

threatening the light

Arcona we are, 

a constant that never falls,

the summer is here,
