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Ah! surely once some urn of Attic clay 

Held thy wan dust, and thou hast come again 

Back to this common world so dull and vain, 

For thou wert weary of the sunless day, 

The heavy fields of scentless asphodel, 

The loveless lips with which men kiss in Hell. 

 

 

 

Poem: Sonnet On Hearing The Dies Irae Sung In The Sistine Chapel 

 

 

 

Nay, Lord, not thus! white lilies in the spring, 

Sad olive-groves, or silver-breasted dove, 

Teach me more clearly of Thy life and love 

Than terrors of red flame and thundering. 

The hillside vines dear memories of Thee bring: 

A bird at evening flying to its nest 

Tells me of One who had no place of rest: 

I think it is of Thee the sparrows sing. 

Come rather on some autumn afternoon, 

When red and brown are burnished on the leaves, 

And the fields echo to the gleaner's song, 

Come when the splendid fulness of the moon 
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Looks down upon the rows of golden sheaves, 

And reap Thy harvest:  we have waited long. 

 

 

 

Poem: Ave Maria Gratia Plena 

 

 

 

Was this His coming!  I had hoped to see 

A scene of wondrous glory, as was told 

Of some great God who in a rain of gold 

Broke open bars and fell on Danae: 

Or a dread vision as when Semele 

Sickening for love and unappeased desire 

Prayed to see God's clear body, and the fire 

Caught her brown limbs and slew her utterly: 

With such glad dreams I sought this holy place, 

And now with wondering eyes and heart I stand 

Before this supreme mystery of Love: 

Some kneeling girl with passionless pale face, 

An angel with a lily in his hand, 

And over both the white wings of a Dove. 

 

FLORENCE. 

 


