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Author’s Commentary

I want to take a moment to thank the many wonderful people I’ve met since beginning my poetry career. Thank you to Roxana Nastase, Editor in Chief of the Scarlet Leaf Review and Scarlet Leaf Publishing for supporting my poetry and the work of other poets throughout the world. It is with the support of people like Roxana, Raja Williams, CEO of Creative Talents Unleashed and so many others that keep me writing and evolving into a contemporary poet. My first published poetry collection is “The Cellaring” a book containing 80 works of a light horror, paranormal, haunted, weird and wonderful poems. My second collection, “A Taint of Pity”, contains life poems of a cracked inflection. A little eccentric and eclectic poetry all with a message contained within each piece. They can be purchased through Amazon.com.

I would also like to thank my dear friend Michael Lee Johnson for ‘lighting the fire’ which has put me on the path to publishing my work all over the globe. To date, I’m published in 24 countries and currently have 1460 published poems in the last two plus years. Michael and I have just completed our third poetry anthology, “Warriors with Wings” which will be available through Amazon soon. The other two, “Moonlight Dreamers of Yellow Haze” and “Dandelion in a Vase of Roses” are currently available through Amazon.com. With that, I’ll close with the comment, “Keep reading and writing Poetry. Keep it Alive! Enjoy My Work! 

Ken Allan Dronsfield
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Whispers from the Zephyr
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Sugar cane flowing like ocean waves

Florida winds blow as egret’s hunt lunch

tapestry woven in a wildness of saw grass

buzzards perch high on branches of oak

dragonflies rest on blades of palmetto

unscrupulous clouds build to a zephyr

horizontal rains pelt all within the glades

saunters by quickly; sun now reappears.

Spanish moss drips from Cypress trees

curtains of humidity hold a damp grip

songbirds fluttering, the gators cruising;

in the great Florida swamp; days roll by;

a muskrat swims in the calming waters

a pinkish haze envelops the twilight sky

Great Blue Herons stand at stoic repose;

Listen to the whispers from the zephyr.
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A Morning’s Calling
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Sleep with stars orbiting your mind

bees nap while dreaming of flowers.

Old rooster sits upon the barn roof

a clear view of the fields of fantasy.

Back porch light attracts VW Bugs

moon but a sliver of icy humble pie.

Illusion of literality with fruitfulness

rise from the feather bed for coffee.

Field mouse dines on feta cheese

the alarm clock's spring has sprung

morning glows in a very special way

a burnt orange, with purple and reds.

Rooster now crows, and we’re awake

the old farm whispers upon the breeze.

Stories are told of lives come and gone

sitting on the porch, breakfast is ready.

Eggs, coffee, sliced ham and potatoes

coveting an idiom of morning’s calling.
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Sonnet #2, Adieu, Sonnet to the Rain
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The raindrops fall with enchanted magic

spattering upon that old metal roof

a melodious rhythmic sleeping tune

my tired lips welcome steeping ginseng tea

I crave soft pillows and comforter to

carry me off to my sweet restful dreams.

The hound is fed and warming by the fire

candles now smolder a wispy goodnight.

My robe and slippers rest near the bedside.

Slide deep into heaven, cat at my feet.

Sleep well sings the bashful yawning new moon,

Tap, tap, tap chant the raindrops on the roof.

This evening ends as a cherished sonnet.

Stars whisper soft to me, adieu, adieu.
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A Melting
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winter storm of inglorious snow

finding a home in higher lands

melting to the harmonious tune

slowly cascades in an icy rush.

granite rocks and rough water

telling tales of whetted trails

journey to the depth of oceans

from wood, swamp and glade.

pious path of fearless doubt

wildflower's hum in rhymes

seers decree honored vows

life giving legacy to all about.

reverent thoughts move along

scowls and frowns devoid here

beauty and mystique whisper

a mountain melting carries on.
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A Fehér Hattyú (The White Swan)
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On the small lake outside of Budapest

a sunny Sunday morning and cloudless sky

the old swan takes her final breath as

the cat nine tails bow in solemn silence.

As her life slowly slips away, a single small

white cloud appears, a vision of her mate

taken by a fox some years ago circles,

the lonely old white swan slowly dies

No one comes to pay their respects

cat nine tails bow with a feted grace 

the weeping willows shed unseen tears

and the old swan takes a final breath

Mallards fly by, and the hawks stay high

painted turtles glide as grasses sway

whilst children stand on the bank and cry,

church bells sound in the distant valley,

as old white swan gently closes her eyes.
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A Turning of the Swale
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I turn slightly to the left to enjoy
the warm sunshine kiss my face.
I still don't know who my mother or
father were, but that doesn't matter,
I think about it from time to time.
I always find myself with thoughts
of birds, insects, fish and harsh winds.
I rejoice as the tides rise and watch
with amazement as the little crabs
scurry about like many sugar ants
who found a leftover sweet cookie.
The cat-o-nine tails are changing
color now, from bright green to a
light brown, and looking down, I see
even now, I'm slowly feeling the
effects of Autumn; soon I'll fall away
as the sea swale turns to salt hay.
As days of this lovely fall pass by;
colors turn, not only in the great wood
but here along the marsh and tidal pools.
Ducks, shore birds and minnows now 
disappear and large flocks head south.
Winter's gift of frost and snow shall
finally pass and once again we'll return
next spring as sweet sea swale grass.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Timeless Splendor
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Gnarled fingers 

grasping tight;

the buttered, 

black raspberry 

jam covered 

toasted muffin.

Sun now up; cool 

morning breezes;

hot coffee quietly 

awaits as does my 

little chihuahua.

Slippers on with 

pen and pad in hand.

Blue jays jousting 

over the burnt crust.

On the back porch 

watching as the dog 

chases the many 

hoodoos or whatsits 

in the fenced yard; 

soon corralled but a 

barista's not here; 

back inside we go; 

for another cup of 

timeless splendor.
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