
 
 
 

 
 
These are days of ice cream, 
flowing sweet as a dream, 
as a stream. 
They are waves on a beach 
melting each into each 
out of reach. 
Soon, so soon, the harvest moon. 
 
On white clouds way up high 
summer days pass you by 
in the sky. 
They make shapes on the wind, 
shiver soft on your skin, 
drink you in. 
Soon, so soon, the harvest moon. 
 
Watch the seeds fill the air, 
floating free in your hair. 
Do we care? 
This is summer’s cascade, 
every grass, every blade, 
a grenade.  
Soon, so soon, the harvest moon. 


