
Divine Pomp by Ziyu J. 

Have you heard of the deity resided in Vesuvius’ peak? 

How the flora and fauna flourished with admiration. 

How the soil was fertile due to his love and dedication. 

Have you heard of the promised new era the apostles speak? 

How the celestial will bless us with immortality when things are bleak. 

His love seemed unwavering for all his creations. 

His followers would be quick to deny misinterpretations. 

He is embodied in every river, spring and creek. 

 

Can you hear the wrath of his grace? 

Can you see the sky covered with sickening smoke? 

Can you feel the tremors as some panic and pace? 

But do not worry my kinsmen and fellow folk 

As he will preserve and protect us in his fiery embrace 

for there is nothing we can do but be reborn through an ashy cloak. 

 

I wanted to portray both the benefits volcanic activity can bring but also the 
helplessness and despair of those who are caught up in an eruption. I drew 
inspiration from Pompeii and decided to portray the volcano as an 
otherworldly being who is described as a positive figure through the octave 
but tyrannical through the sestet. I chose a Petrarchan sonnet and used the 
standard rhyme scheme for the poem to be more memorable in a way 
reflecting how in this piece the speaker professes his devotion to the ‘God’ (I 
drew inspiration from Vulcan here) through word of mouth so it has to be 
catchy and memorable. 
 
I tried to keep the structure of the poem tight until line 10 by having the lines 
in each stanza starting with the same letter (H for the first and C for the last) 
only to disrupt this rule at the end when the speaker fully embraces his 



impending doom and the panic they may have felt despite claiming to be 
calm due to the shear power of the eruption. 
 
I tried to use in media res by making it seem as if the speaker was talking to 
the reader directly and to heighten the contrast of the two ways a volcano 
can be by keeping the first stanza in past and future tense whereas the 
second is in the present tense- making the perils more dramatic and 
confrontational. 
 
I used some references to the plastered remains of the people caught in the  
Historical eruptions with my own spin and metaphorical adaptation. 
 
I struggled with coming up with a title for the poem and using a set meter 
which I couldn’t accomplish. I also tried structuring the poem using a 
Shakespearean sonnet, but I found iambic pentameter to be challenging. 

 


