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~ a Cornish sonnet ~

Gracious have been my years of late;
The windy drifts blown soft.
Truth be told, such luck seemeth bait
Eliciting doubts and wonderings.
Will these whimsical times remain aloft...
The gleaming silver linger upon my things?

‘Tis cherished this time, though fleeting;
Accepted is its haste to depart.
Favored I am in this chance meeting
With joy and such rarity of symmetry.
For now, I shall enjoy the art,
Lavishing gratitude on the seconds given me.

Gracious have been my years of late;
‘Tis cherished this time, though fleeting.

Available online at «http://fictionaut.com/stories/l-r-styles/gracious-have-been-
my-years-of-late»
Copyright © 2010 L. R. Styles. All rights reserved.


